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Summary: Narron "Sion" is 8 years old. She's been living in the cemetery for six months. Hiccup finds here falling asleep one rainy day. When she'd fallen asleep, the rain had stopped. Now he's wondering who she really is, and what her past really is. He adopted her into the family and learns more about her. But he doesn't know about the dangers ahead... yet...





	Anonymous Child

**I feel bad for deleting that other story now. So I guess I'll rewrite it. See how it is first... I hate me, too.**

* * *

><p>How long has it been since she'd been living in this cemetery. Narron sighed and weakly punched a grave. She'd been doing that for as long as she could remember.<p>

Narron... Narron... She didn't really have a last name. She forgot it months ago. She forgot how to read, how to write... She even forgot what her parents looked like.

The sky darkened, thunder boomed and lightning flashed. Narron stared up at the sky, listening to the only music she'd known for a long time. Watching the beautiful light show that Thor always gave her when she felt lonely. It seemed as though everything that happened depended on how she felt. Narron knew Thor watched over her. She knew her parents did as well.

It never really seemed to occur to the little girl... That no one knew she existed. She would fall asleep against a few graves, think to herself, and no one would acknowledge her existence. It never really bothered her. She only seemed to care about what she thought. Once in a while, she'd go out, fish, hunt for something, cook it, then eat it. She would wash off a fruit in the rivers and go back to her home...

Narron never expected to be found by Hiccup. He seemed to just be walking by on rainy day. He had this umbrella thing. Narron didn't know what it was, who he was. She'd never seen another human besides herself in a long time. He looked her way. Lightning flashed once more and the loud footsteps of the gods were heard. Narron smiled and closed her eyes. The rain stopped and so did the lightning and thunder.

Hiccup wondered if she herself was a god, but highly doubted it. He walked over to her and picked her up. Narron didn't mind. She'd fallen asleep. She seemed so calm about everything, it was hard not to be surprised. He took her home, set her down on a bed, and let her rest. She seemed to need it.

Stoick was the chief of the tribe. He saw Narron sleeping in Hiccup's room and sighed. The boy must have taken in a stranger to protect from the rain.

He didn't seem to mind, only closed the window, blew out the candles, and quietly closed the door to let her sleep.

Narron could hear her mother singing a gentle lullaby, luring her to sleep. Night fell and that was when Narron woke up. She got up off the bed and looked around. This wasn't home... Well... Home was burned down a long time ago.

"Hey... You fell asleep in the rain. Thought it would've been a good idea to let you sleep under a roof." Narron listened carefully and nodded. She hadn't used her voice in a while, mostly because she had no reason to. no one to talk to, no one to sing to, plus she didn't know any songs. She couldn't tell herself a story since she couldn't think of anything. So she just stayed quiet.

Toothless is Hiccup's best friend. He was usually kind to those who didn't hurt Hiccup. And he saw that Narron had no reason to hurt him. All she really did was nod, think, work, eat, and sleep. He seemed to get all that just by how she looked. Dirty, her clothes were torn, she had cuts on her face, and her hands were cut, bruised, dirty with all the mud, blood, **(Did not mean to make it sound like mudblood from Harry Potter)**, and faded dirt on them.

"Are you okay?" Narron nodded. "Can you talk at all?" Narron hesitated and nodded. "Can you say something?"

"Narron," she answered. Her voice sounded strange to her. It had changed over the past six months.

"Is that your name?" She nodded. "Do you have anyone to live with?" Narron froze and stiffly shook her head. No. Her house burned down, and no one came to take her in. She was just another mouth to feed. So she lived on her own, hunted her own food, made her own weapons, and survived on her own. Soon growing used to the fact that no one knew who she was, what she was, and why she would sit in the cemetery and stare at the graves.

No one knew she existed and for those who did, they jut claimed to have been working too hard. Those who didn't say so, called her the Broken Ghost of the Sions. She was just a ghost, a spirit who lived in the cemetery to watch over the dead. Scared away any grave robbers.

People respected her legend. But she didn't. She hated it. She was no ghost. She was Narron Sion. Not the Guardian of the Dead. She wasn't the Broken Ghost of the Sions. but no one seemed to care. Her legend was passed on to little children, who talked about her all the time. They visited the cemetery and said their thanks to nothing.

"... Are you okay?" Narron snapped out of her thoughts and nodded. "Can you say anything else?"

"Sion..."

"Narron Sion..." He smiled. "Everyone talks about someone with that last name. The Ghost of the Sion, the Guardian of the Dead... The stories they tell are great. But I wanna know what really happened. If this 'ghost' really did die..." Narron shook her head and smiled.

"They talk about me... But they don't know if I'm alive. They all think I'm a ghost, and here I am, alive, living." Hiccup ruffled her brown hair. It seemed only her face and hands were dirty.

"Did you wash?"

"Yeah. This morning. Had to wash my clothes, hunt, get food, water..."

"How long?" Narron shrugged. "How long have you been living like this?"

"Six months."


End file.
